CHAPTER V
The Stambul Prison
A MILITARY policeman, with a collar round his
neck like a dog's with a tablet to show who
he was, came to fetch me. The Turkish
officers assured me that I was to be lodged in one of the
grand hotels of Pera, but now I had learnt the etiquette
of the country and so I invited them all to dine with me
at the " Grand Hotel,"
With my policeman I crossed over by boat from the
Asiatic side to Stambul. A street arab found us a crazy
cab, which took us up narrow steep twisting streets of
cobbles, so crowded that the driver cracked his whip and
called continuously to obtain room to pass. In the half
evening light these jumbled streets with their nondescript
crowds seemed fantastic and unreal
We drove up to a tall gateway where a sentry halted
us and we got out and walked. It was the great square
of the War Office. Above us the tower of Stambul, from
where the watchman calls the alarm for fires, stood clear
up into the night sky, The moon was sinking cool and
wonderful and the stars twinkled merrily. Below us
was Stambul, alive with lamps, and the Golden Horn
torn into long streaks of light as motor-boats raced across
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